The TrugeMe 

La, Doeft grautit me hedgehog , then God grant me toe 
Thou maieft be damned for that wicked deede. 

Oh he was gentle, mildc,and vertuous. 

Clo. The fitter for the King ofHeauen that hath him, 

Lt- He is in heaueo, where thou fhalc neuer come, 

Glo. Let him thatike me that holpe to fend him thither, 

For he was fitter for that place then earth. '• . 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but hell. 

Glo. Yes one place clfc, if you will heare me name it. 
La. Some Dungeon. Glo. Your bed-chamber. 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieft. 

Glo. So will it Maddam till I lie with you. 

La. I hope fo. 

Glo. I know fo, but gentle Lady Aunt, 

To leaue this kind incountar of your wit». 

And fall fomewhat into a flower methode : 

Is not the caufer of the timc-leffe death i, 

Ofthcfe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 

As blamefull as the executioner l 

La. Thou art the caufc , and moft accurft effc<ft. 

Git. Yourbeauty was the caufc of that effetft. 

Your beauty which did haunt me in my fleepe, 

To vndertakc the death of all the world. 

So I might reft that hourein your fweete bolbme. 

La. If I thought that, I tell thee homicide, 

Thefe oailes fhould rendthat beauty from their cheeket. 

Glo , Thefe eyes could neuer endure fweete beauties wtaci, 
You fhould not blemifh them if I ftood bye 
As al the world is cleared by the Sunne, 

So I by that, it is my day, my life. 

La. Blacke night ouerfhad thy day, and death thy life 
G/e.Curfenot thy /clfc faire creature, thou art both. 

La. I would I were to be reuenged on thee, 

Glo. It is a quarrel! moft vnnaturall, 

To be reuenged on him that lojcthyou. 

La. It is a quarrell iuft and reasonable. 

To be reuenged on him that flew my Hu band, 

Glo . He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband* 

Did it to helpc thee to a better husband. 


c/" Richard the 1 bird. 

His better doth not brea h vpon the earth. 

w‘ Go too, he Hues that loues you betterthen he could* 
Nap. him l , ®"' Ptaugcnct. 

t A Why what wa9 hee . 

G%. Thcfelfe fame name but one of better nature, 
t \ Where is hec ? _ , , . 

cl'.H.ctc. ? Sk"Sp<U'b.'hm. 

w ', y iwcu?d it were mort.ll poyfon for thy f.1t.* 
r 7 /a. Neuer came poyfon from lo fweete a p- iCC ' 

La Neuer hung poyfon on a fow ler toadc, 

Out of mV fight thou doeft in r e<» my eyes. 

cl thine eyes fweete Ladyhaue infeed mine, 

U, Would they w ere Bafiliskes to ftrikc thee dead. 

Glo 1 would they were, that I might die at once. 

For now they kill me with a liuing death ! 

Thole eyes of thine, from mine hauc drawne fait teares, 
Shamed their afpe& with ftorc of chitdilh drops, 

Ineucrfued to fiinds nor enemy, 

My tongue could neuer learne fweete fmoothmg words. 

But now thy beauty is propofde my fee ; 

My proud heart fucs, and prompts my tongue u> ipeake,. 
Teach not my lips fuch fcornc, for they were made 
For kitting Lady not for fuch contempt. 

Iffby reuengefulj heart earinot for giue, 

Loc here I lend thee this fhsrpe poynted fwcrdj 
Which if you pleafe to hide in this true bofome, . 

And let the foule forth that a dorneth thee : 

I lay it naked to thy deadly ftroakc : 

And hunbly beg the death tpon my knee. 

Nay, doc not pawfe,twas I that kild your husbrnd, 
Buttwasthy beauty that prouokedme; 

Nay now difpatch, twas I that kild king Henry, 

But twas thy heau enly face that fet me on : Here fhe et 

Take vp the fword againe, or take vp me. faH tbtfwora 

La. Anfe dilfemhlcr, though I wifh thy death, 

I will iot be the executioner. . 

Glo . Then hid me kill my fclfc, and I wiU doeic. 

La. lhauc alrcadic. 
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